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With a taste for Spanish wine-shops and for spend-
ing my doubloons,

And a crew of swart mulattoes  and black-eyed
octoroons,

And a thoughtful way with mutineers of making

them maroons,

Like a fine old salt-sea scavenger, like a tarry
Buccaneer.

With a sash of crimson velvet and a diamond-hilted

sword,
And a silver whistle about my neck secured to a

golden cord,
And a habit of taking captives and walking them

along a board,
Like a fine old salt-sea scavenger, like a tarry

Buccaneer.

With a spy-glass tucked beneath my arm and a

cocked hat cocked askew,
And a long low rakish schooner a-cutting of the

waves in two,